The Safety Catch
was entirely sensible and its own self inside, with water-closets that
would have been a great comfort to Henry VIII, and a bathroom
that would have delighted its namesake Ann.
As John rang the bell, he felt like a boy taking the stopper out
of a bottle of delicious and exciting sweetmeats. Such is the will of
heaven. In a moment, the door was opened by the Sweetmeat in
person. As she stood there framed by the doorway, John thought
that she was the queen of her sex, and that it was a marvel that out
of all the thousands of men who must have seen her, he should
have been the lucky one. The fact that no one else had ever shown
the slightest inclination to hire a horse and give her a compulsory
ride to one of those places where it is too late for parents to do
anything but pretend that everything was thus arranged, seemed
to John a reflection on his own sex. It did not make him either
suspicious of his good fortune, or grateful to Providence for it.
She may be pictured as fancy dictates; but it is fair to say that
she was dark, and honest to admit that she was, for some tastes, a
little plump. However, she was young, her heart was in the right
place, and her chief attraction was that John was attractive to her.
He now stepped inside, and the door was closed. His next step
was to kiss her, and tell her that she was lovely. This she did not
for a moment believe, but was content that John should think so.
Through the whispering sound of these blandishments came a
discordant noise, like the conversation of men each of whom
believed the others to be deaf.
John looked startled, but Celia only grinned and nodded her
head towards the door of the morning-room, so-called because the
family always sat in it during the evening. Its French windows (for
it was conveniently un~Tudor at the back) opened on to the lawn,
and it was pleasant enough and sufficiently used to have been called
the Anytime Room.
"The Hind and The Panther/* said Celia by way of explanation.
"It sounds like visiting day at a Looney Bin," exclaimed John.
"It is," said Celia. She led the way along the passage, and by the
solicitous manner in which she held John's hand to lead him, one*s
beliefs would have inclined one to substitute Blind School for
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